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twenty colours. I thought I never made so indifferent a figure in my life, and so we thought all; to come away, lose our infantry, our general, and our honour, and never fight for it. Duke Bernard was utterly disconsolate for old G-us-tavus Horn ; for he concluded him killed; he tore the hair from his head like a madman, and telling the Rhinegrave the story of the council of war, would reproach himself with not taking his advice, often repeating it in his passion. It is I, said he, have been the death of the bravest general in Germany ; would call himself fool and boy, and such names, for not Hsteniag to the reasons of an old experienced soldier. But when he heard he was alive in the enemy's hands, he was the easier, and applied himself to the recruiting his troops, and the like business of the war; and it was not long before he paid the imperialists with interest.
I returned to Franckfort au Main after this action, which happened the 17th of August, 1634; but the progress of the imperialist was so great that there was no staying at Franck* fort. The Chancellor Oxenstern removed to Magdeburg, Duke Bernard and the landgrave marched into Alsatia, and the imperialists carried all before them for all the rest of the campaign. They took Philipsburgh by surprise; they took Ausburgh by famine, Spire and Treves by sieges, taking the elector prisoner. But this success did one piece of service to the Swedes, that it brought the French into the war on their side ; for the elector of Treves was their confederate. The French gave the conduct of the war to Duke Bernard. This, though the Duke of Saxony fell off, and fought against them, turned the scale so much in their favour, that they recovered their losses, and proved a terror to all Germany. The farther accounts of the war I refer to the histories of those times, which I have since read with a great deal of delight.
I confess, when I saw the progress of the imperial army after the battle of Nordlingen, and the Duke of Saxony turning his arms against them, I thought their affairs declining; and, giving them over for lost, I left Franckfort, and came down the Rhine to Cologne, and from thence into Holland.
I came to the Hague the 8th of March, 1635, having spent three years and a half in Germany, and the greatest part of it in the Swedish army.
I spent some time in Holland, viewing the wonderful power of art, which I observed ia *H* Certifications of their towns,